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out where he came from/1 Hanslet grumbled. " Still,
that can't he helped now, I suppose. I'd like to see those
bits of paper you found in his pocket/'
Blewitt produced them, *' You're not the first person
who's seen them lately, sir/' he remarked. " I had a
fanny old boy down here not long ago, who told me he
was a friend of Sir Aiured's and asked to see them. Dr.
Priestley, he said his name was. Wore glasses, and
looked as if he couldn't see very well/'
Hanslet laughed shortly. " Couldn't see very well!"
he exclaimed. *' Don't you run away with that idea.
Sergeant. I wish 1 could see halt as far through a brick
wall as the Professor can. What did he say about these
papers ?''
" He didn't say much, sir. He remarked that the
ink of this letter from Alcott's father wus badly taded.
And then he took it up and smelt it. and asked if it had
been disinfected/*
" Smelt it, did he?" replied Hanslet. He held the
paper to his nose and sniffed it himself, *" It dor** smell
a bit queer, certainly. Look here, do you mind if I
borrow this letter for a day or two? I'll give you a
receipt for it, ot course/*
Blewitt raised no objection, and the Superintendent
brought the letter back with him to Scotland Yard,
where h« handed it over to a certain csxpert who special*
ised in forged documents. M There's something fishy
about this letter,'1 he said. *' I don't exactly know
what it is, but you'll find out, uo doubt. You might have
a look at it, and let me know/'
Hanslet felt pretty certain, from the interest which
Dr. Priestley had displayed in the letter, that it was not
so straightforward as it seemed. And his suspicions were
correct. A couple of days later the expert came to see
him, bringing the letter, which he handled as though it
were some object ot value.

